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Let us make the audience small. Let us make the audience of darkness. The darkness, the vines behind the white head. A smell breaks off from the black grapes. The audience is there, behind the alpine head. And the head on the wall, staring now, with the birds scratching there behind it. And the wind moving the leaves, making the delicate writhe.
Into this we speak of the dead. How the head looked on past the animal heads. How the days shoal now without distinction.
